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air. There were quite a crowd of churches just
there and Aunt Lucia drew the children in
through the dark door of one where they used to
go to mass years before. How could Manya go
in now, without Zosia? But she went in, because
there was a colder fear than any other in her heart
now and she wanted to persuade God to let her
mother get better. "Let mother get better/* she
prayed. "Let me die instead of mother, please,
God."
Out in the crisp winter air again Aunt Lucia
had a treat to propose: they were to go down to
the Vistula to buy the household apples from
the market boats. Forgetting their sorrows, the
children ran down the long steps that led to the
river. The great Vistula rolled its yellowish,
sombre vastness around low sandy islands, great
empty barges slowly heaved against one another,
sometimes thudding with a low sound into the
floating baths and wash-houses at the bank. Only
around the two long apple barges was there life
in that winter season, for they had come from far
up the river to bring red, rosy joy to children in
Warsaw. The master, cosy in his sheepskin coat,
swaying as he moved about the craft, lifted the
straw here and there to show the purchasers how
red and polished and free from frost his merchan-
dise was in spite of its many days* journeying
down the Vistula.
Hela first, then Manya threw down muff and
satchel and began excitedly choosing their own
apples, piling them in the great wicker basket that